Chapter 35
The THORN

CHANNEL SPENT THE DAY PACKING UP.   A FEW SPECIMENS HE
had discarded, but most were wrapped in newspaper, labelled,
and already crated. They would be a nice addition to the
Royal College of Surgeons in London. It was interesting to
speculate about what would happen to them. With England
at war they might never reach their destination; or, having
reached it, might be bombed. Naturally London would be
bombed. Still, these things were out of his hands. He had
collected. He had done his best He was sending them where,
if they were not destroyed, they would be most appreciated,
It was an act of finality one way or the other: symbolic of the
times. An ending of something, which carried the implication
of a new beginning.
Some of the papers he used for wrapping amused him.
The old headlines: the old wishful thinking that had led to
the d6Mcle: papers printed in Paris and London wrapping
skulls. The news was as dead as the skulls... as the bottled
surgical specimens.
The future was now separated from the past. He must start
again for a third time. First in Paris, where he had reached
his zenith and also his nadir. Then here, where he had in
another way attained certain ends. Now this, too, was cut away
from beneath him. He must go on from here. To France? No,
on the contrary. He would not be well received in France,
Besides, he was too used to Africa and the Negroes. Abys-